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Triss Merigold: Monsterfucker 
by AdelaideWriter 


Summary 


Triss Merigold considered herself a powerful and knowledgeable mage with an inquisitive 
mind. But when that inquisitiveness is piqued by the discovery of a mysterious tome, she will 
fall down a rabbit hole of depravity from which she may never escape... 


Notes 


See the end of the work for notes 


Chapter 1 


The book seemed to stare at Triss from her desk, daring her to crack it open and explore its 
secrets. But even she wasn't curious enough to open a strange magical book without 
performing some checks first. 


None of her spells had revealed anything unusual about the tome. It seemed to be an ordinary 
book: leather-bound, with yellowing pages and a faded cover inlaid with three small gems of 
sapphire, ruby, and amethyst. Expensive and old, certainly, but utterly mundane. There was a 
trace of background magic about it, but that didn't mean much. Nearly any old object was 
bound to have crossed a mage's hands at some point, books especially. 


In truth, there was very little that was mysterious about the book, except for the fact that it 
had appeared on her front doorstep overnight with no explanation. 


It had just been sat there on the ground when she opened her front door, dusty and battered 
and a little dirty from its time spent on the earthen floor. There were no footsteps in the dirt 
around it, and not even a trace of a scent on the wind. There were no settlements for miles 
around, just acres and acres of forest, something of which Triss had made sure of before 
occupying her little cottage. It was as if it had just appeared there, by magic. 


Which was a lot more likely than it sounded. 


For a few moments, Triss had been unsure of what to make of it, or even what she was meant 
to do with it. Obviously, books were meant to be read, but she had heard of tomes that drove 
their readers mad, and others which ate them whole. She had even heard of one especially 
nasty novel in Skellige which sucked in anyone whose finger brushed against its cover and 
trapped them within its plot, which was a bleak affair about rabid wolves and frightened 
maidens set in a moonlit forest. 


Needless to say, Triss was hesitant to even touch the book without a pair of gloves on. 


She had brought it inside and placed it gently on her desk before performing her checks, and 
now there it sat, tempting her with its secrets, the three gems winking at her in the early 
morning sunlight. 


Triss, for her part, was curious, and anyone who looked at her would have known. The pretty 
sorceress hadn't bothered to dress or brush her fiery hair, which hung in a loose cloud about 
her freckled face. As far as she was concerned, clothing was optional. it was incredibly 
unlikely that anyone would be passing by her windows to see her strutting about in the nude, 
and Triss found that there was something more natural about performing magic sky-clad. It 
put her in mind of the tales her mother had told her as a child, of painted witches dancing in 
the woods, their bodies glowing by moonlight as they worked their magic. 


Of course, that was before her conduit moment and her discovery that magic flowed through 
her veins. Still, she got some joy out of working in the nude, and it was with only a pair of 


gloves that she examined the book, save for an amulet which was nestled between her 
breasts. That never came off. 


The urge to open it was growing ever stronger. Since she had reassured herself that there 
were no curses on it, Triss was finding it harder and harder to come up with reasons not to 
read the contents. Perhaps it was a gift, or Geralt playing some kind of romantic joke. 
Perhaps it was full of erotic memoirs and poetry, designed to make the auburn-haired mage 
blush and reach between her legs.... 


In a fit of curiosity, Triss snatched up the volume and flung open the first page, biting her lip 
in anticipation. 


Sadly, it wasn't a book of erotic memoirs. What it was, however, was something equally 
exciting, especially for someone like Triss. 


It was an compendium of amulet-construction, hand-written by an unknown author and 
containing all the best methods and practices for constructing enchanted necklaces and 
amulets. For Triss, this proved that it must have been a gift, and from someone who knew her 
very well. It wasn't common knowledge that she was allergic to potions and thus had to rely 
on amulets for her enchantments and protections. 


She fingered the one she wore at that moment, sapphire overlaid with silver, and quickly 
flicked through the pages, devouring every word as all sorts of possibilities flashed through 
her mind. 


One page had small note in it, which fell out onto Triss' lap when she turned over the page. 
She plucked up the fallen note, a small scrap bearing a message written in the same hand as 
the book. 


For a certain witcher 


Triss frowned, and then turned her attention to the page from which the note had fallen. It 
detailed the creation of an amulet that could cause attraction in whomever the wearer wished, 
ensuring that no one would be able to resist the wearer's charms. 


Triss immediately knew what the author was referring to, and her freckles vanished as a 
heavy blush settled over her cheeks. 


Geralt 


Triss had long coveted the Witcher's affections, and the two had been lovers on many 
occasions. But since the business with Cirilla and the Wild Hunt, Geralt had made his 
feelings clear. He still loved Triss, but his heart belonged to another. A certain lilac-scented, 
dark-haired woman. 


Triss before Yennefer no ill will. The two had been friends long before Geralt came into 
either of their lives, and Triss did not blame her fellow sorceress for how things had gone 
with Geralt. But there was no denying that Triss missed the feeling of the Witcher's broad and 


scarred chest against her back, the feeling of his odd gaze as it travelled over her breasts. and 
the ecstatic sensation of his cock driving between her legs. 


It was Geralt's face that Triss pictured when she touched herself, and it was his hand that she 
imagined sliding between her slick lips to probe at her most sensitive spot when she 
fantasised at night. 


And with this amulet, he would be powerless to resist her. Triss had no designs on stealing 
him from Yennefer entirely, she just craved a few more nights of passion. It was harmless, 
really, and it wasn't as though she would be forcing Geralt into it. He clearly found her 
attractive. She would just be..... helping him along. 


That's what Triss told herself as she read through the page, committing the instructions and 
the ingredients to memory. It seemed simple enough to make, and whoever had created the 
book had done most of the hard work for her. It required three gems, sapphire, ruby, and 
amethyst, to be ground up into a powder and placed inside a silver container etched with a 
certain symbol. It was a simple matter to prise the gems out of the cover of the book, which 
was clearly what her little gift-giver had intended for her to do, and a few minutes with the 
pestle and mortar had reduced the gems into dust. 


Triss had an embarrassment of silver containers lying around. Most amulets required one as 
the holder, silver being the most pure metal. Triss took up a metal rod, heated the end with a 
quick igni, and began etching the symbol onto the back face of the container. 


It wasn't a symbol she had ever seen before. It seemed to shift and move as she looked at it, 
becoming impossible to transcribe until Triss let her eyes focus on a single line. She found 
that she could follow the line with her eyes and let her hand move in concert, and soon she 
had the symbol perfectly copied, though she still wasn't sure what it was, or even really what 
it looked like. 


With the powdered gems safely stored inside, Triss held up the finished amulet and smiled. 
Without a second's thought, she took her old amulet from around her neck and set it aside. 
She whispered a silent "thank you" to her mysterious gift-giver, and placed the amulet around 
her neck, letting the silver contained settle at the top of her chest, just beneath the hollow of 
her throat. As instructed, she ensured that the inscribed side was facing her body, hiding the 
symbol from view. 


And immediately, Triss knew something was wrong. 


Instead of the usual feeling of serenity and warmth that she got from her amulets, she began 
to feel cold and clammy. She began to sweat, and she gasped as though the wind had been 
knocked out of her. 


Instantly, Triss tried to take the amulet from around her neck, but she found that the container 
was fixed to her skin, as though glued. Panicking, she wrenched on the damned thing, but it 
didn't budge. 


And then, it began to burn. 


Triss screamed as it scalded her bare flesh, the silver becoming hot to the touch. She twisted 
and writhed, falling to the floor and wriggling some more, but to no avail. She could smell 
the burning skin, and she scrabbled around for her old amulet, desperate to feel its familiar 
weight around her neck and to feel its protection once again. 


But by the time her clawing fingers closed around the sapphire, the new amulet dropped 
away from her chest, steaming and glowing still but getting cooler. 


With another scream, Triss yanked it from around her neck and flung it across her cottage. 
And as it flew, she was sure she heard a sinister cackling. 


Shaking, Triss glanced down at her chest to see the damage, and she nearly threw up at the 
sight of the scar. 


It was the same symbol as she had inscribed on the container, now burned deep into her pale 
flesh. The wound was already healing thanks to her old amulet, which she pressed to her lips. 


She was never taking it off again. 


Triss knew that she had been tricked. Whoever had left the book had been preying on her 
most selfish desire in order to get her to wear their amulet and have their symbol burned into 
her flesh. For what reason? Triss didn't know yet, but she was sure that she would find out 


Desire Takes Hold 


Chapter Summary 


On a trip to the local market, Triss discovers what the amulet has done to her, and she 
makes a new friend. 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


A few days later... 


Triss' new piece of body artwork didn't seem to have any effect, at least for the first few days. 
The wound healed over almost completely, leaving only a faint trace of the symbol on her 
upper chest. Triss still wasn't sure what the symbol was, or how to describe it, as it kept 
shifting and moving, even as she was looking at it. The skin there was sensitive now, and not 
necessarily in an unpleasant way. 


She had attempted to destroy the amulet that caused it, but whatever symbol she had been 
tricked into carving into the silver seemed to have rendered it invulnerable. No doubt that 
was a side-effect of whatever property of the symbol had allowed it to withstand the 
incredible temperatures it had reached when it had marked her. 


So, instead of destroying it, Triss had sealed both the amulet and the book inside a small 
chest with an enchantment and hidden it under her bed. A part of her was tempted to chuck 
the damned chest into the nearest body of water, but she didn't want anyone else finding it, 
and she wasn't entirely sure that the other amulets in the book were traps as well. An 
inquisitive mind like her's wasn't about to chuck away a potential source of knowledge, even 
if it had permanently branded her. 


And all seemed well. Triss found no more gifts on her doorstep, and she did her best to forget 
about the amulet. In all her time as a mage, it was hardly the first time that she'd been on the 
receiving end of a magical joke, and with no one to revenge herself on, Triss reasoned that 
there was no point worrying about it. It had been a cruel prank, and nothing more, and she 
wasn't about to dignify its cruelty with some kind of response. 


Life progressed as normal. She worked and ate and slept, and fantasised. Triss had always 
sought great comfort from the pleasure that could be found between her legs, and that hadn't 
changed. Even whilst training at Aretuza, she had been a frequent mastubator, much to the 
annoyance of the girls with whom she shared a room, and now that she lived alone, Triss let 
her fingers slide between her legs whenever the mood took her. 


Sometimes she even did it in her sleep, if the dream was suitably erotic. 
A few days after her branding, she had one such dream. 


In the dream, she was walking through the woods alongside Geralt, who was sat astride 
Roach, his trusty horse. Triss was naked, which was hardly surprising, and as she walked 
along beside Geralt, she found herself stroking along Roach's flank. 


Dream-Triss was fascinated by the sensation of his hair under her fingers, how stiff and 
coarse it was. She pressed her face against the beast's side and felt his hairs brushing against 
her cheek, against her jaw, against her lips. His scent, musky and thick, filled her nostrils, and 
she breathed him in deeply. 


The horse stopped, but Dream-Geralt didn't say anything. 


Dream-Triss continued to rub her cheek along Roach's flank, gliding her hands back and forth 
along his long, thick body. The horse gave a snort, and Dream-Triss giggled. 


She realised her nipples were incredibly hard, and she also realised that rubbing them against 
Roach's coarse hair felt incredible, and soon Dream-Triss found herself rubbing nearly her 
entire body against the beast, moaning softly as she did so. 


Dream-Triss became aware that her hands were no longer rubbing against the side of the 
horse, and had instead begun to slide under him, seeking out.... something 


There came another giggle, and Dream-Triss wasn't sure it was her this time. But there was 
no one else in the forest, just her and Roach and Gera- 


Dream-Triss realised that, in all her fondling and stroking, she hadn't felt Geralt's legs, or 
Roach's saddlebags, or the straps of the saddle. She blinked, and drew back from the horse, 
who, she now saw in a moment of mortifying realisation, was sporting an incredible erection. 
His thick cock was dragging along the forest floor, spilling its preseed in great puddles. 


Dream-Triss gulped, and Triss woke up with a gasp. 


She wasn't sure what to make of the dream. Perhaps it was just some misplaced attraction. 
Geralt had been on her mind a lot recently, especially with all that amulet business, and 
Roach was his horse. 


Yes, that must have been it. Triss was just feeling a bit starved of attention and intimacy, that 
was all. 


That was why she had awoken with pruned fingers and a puddle of juices around her crotch. 
That was why she had been breathless and sweaty when she awoke. That was why the scar at 
the top of her chest had been throbbing and pulsing like a second heartbeat. 


Food! That would take her mind off of the dream. 


Triss swung her legs out of bed and sauntered over to her larder. She was hungry for milk, or 
cream, or something like that. She realised that she was incredibly thirsty, and her throat was 


drier than a desert. She flung open the door to the larder, and was dismayed to find only a 
single empty bowl staring back at her. 


How had she let her supplies run so low? It was miles to the nearest market-town, and Triss 
just knew that her belly would be rumbling the entire way. And she would have to put on 
clothes! What a horrible day this was turning out to be. 


Smothering a scream of frustration, Triss dressed and gathered her basket for the trip to the 
market. Since so many of her dresses were so low-cut, she had to improvise a covering for 
her new chest-scar out of an old scarf, and the rough fabric rubbed against the sensitive flesh 
in a most distracting way as she set off for the market. 


It was about halfway to the market-town that Triss began to mourn her lack of transport. She 
usually enjoyed the walk, seeing it as an opportunity to get some fresh air and feel the 
sunlight on her face. But now, the sunlight seemed determined to shine directly in her eyes, 
and the air didn't seem any fresher than the air in her cottage. In fact, the air in her cottage 
was fragrant and sweet from all her concoctions, whilst the air got decidedly more sour and 
heavy the closer she got to the town. 


A horse would be very useful, she reasoned as she trudged along the path. It would make the 
journey quicker, and she would be able to carry more supplies back and forth between her 
cottage and the town. The more she thought about it, the more sense it made for Triss to just 
purchase a horse, and she began to wonder why it hadn't occurred to her earlier. 


As luck would have it, the first thing she saw on her way into the town was a small stables 
just outside the town-walls. Triss must have passed it everytime she came and went from the 
town, and yet she'd never paid any attention to it before now. There were only a few horses 
tied up outside, and Triss made a note to stop by on her way out of the town. 


She gave a quick scan to the selection. There were three horses to choose from, and they 

varied in size and colour. One was small and dark, elegant and long-lashed. Another was 

plain-brown and flighty; it spent the entire time that Triss was looking at it yanking on its 
leash and whinnying its dismay. And the last one.... 


The last one made Triss stop and take note. It was a beautiful beast, enormous and dark and 
powerful. It loomed over the other two like a great shadow, and Triss knew immediately 
which one she wanted. she just hoped that it would still be there when she got back. 


She spent the whole time in the market thinking about that horse. It occupied her mind, so 
much so that she barely noticed that she was getting swindled by the vendors, and that half 
the fruit she had bought was already nearly rotten. Triss was working on auto-pilot, making 
her usual rounds at the stalls while her mind was plagued with visions of that magnificent 
beast. 


She wasn't sure why she couldn't stop thinking about it, but she found that she was incredibly 
happy to see it again as she left the town. It felt as though she were seeing an old friend 
again, and Triss practically ran up to the stable-owner. 


"The black one, how much will you take for him?", she demanded of the owner, who took a 
step back at the expression on her face. It must have been thunderous, as it was enough to 
stop him from saying whatever flirty quip he'd been about to employ on her. 


"Ol' Goliath? That one's 20 hands, I won't take any less than 500 florens for hi-" 
"Done." 


Triss fished around in her purse and handed the man the required amount. It nearly emptied 
her purse, but Triss found that she didn't care. She would have to sell a few more remedies 
and potions before her next market trip, and she might have to cut back on what she was 
eating, but she would make it work. All she knew was that she wanted this horse, now. 


The man just stared at the coins in his hand. He glanced between the small mountain in his 
palm and the eager redhead stood across from him, and a knowing smile crossed his face. 


"I see. Well, what a lady and her horse get up to ain't none of my business. Here, I'll just untie 
him for you." 


Triss didn't know what the man was talking about, but she quickly accepted the leash when 
he offered it to her. 


"Now, he'll need a steady flow of food, proper stuff, not mixed. And he ain't never taken a 
rider before, so he may need some breaking in." 


"Yes, yes, I understand. Thank you." 


Triss turned on the spot and began to lead Goliath back along the path towards her cottage, 
She slung her baskets over his back, and as she did so, her hand brushed against his dark hair. 


It felt just like Roach's had in her dream, but something in her mind convinced her not to 
think about that connection too much. Triss was just happy that she had someone to carry her 
supplies for her, and it would be nice to have some company around the cottage. 


She walked on, and a faint giggling reverberated around her mind..... 
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Housing the horse turned out to be somewhat of an issue. There was no way that Goliath 
would fit through the front door of the cottage, but luckily there was an awning on the side of 
the house that he could just about fit under. It was there that Triss left him whilst she 
unloaded her baskets, and he was still there when she returned, despite the fact that, as she 
noticed, she had forgotten to tie him up. 


Considering his immense size, the beast was surprisingly placcid, though Triss had always 
found that to be the case. It was the truly huge, the honestly powerful, that didn't feel the need 
to boast and show off. He let her stroke his nose easily enough, and Triss soon found herself 
caressing his side just as she had done Roach's in her dream. 


"Who's a beautiful beast, hmm?", she whispered absent-mindedly. "You are. Yes, you are. So 
lovely and big and beautiful and dark." 


Goliath's flesh felt sturdy and solid beneath her hand, and Triss found herself pressing close 
to his warmth, despite the heat of the day. 


Her covering gave a particularly rough scratch across her new scar, and Triss frowned as she 
adjusted it. 


"I suppose I can take it off now, can't I, Goliath?", she whispered to the horse, who snorted in 
response. "You aren't going to mind, are you?" 


It was with some relish that Triss slid the scarf from around her collarbones, exposing the 
deep cavern of her cleavage. Without thinking, she began to slip her dress from her shoulders, 
and soon she was stood nude before the great beast, her pale body glinting in the afternoon 
sun. 


Triss stretched out luxuriously. basking in the sunlight and the freedom of being naked. Her 
hand returned to stroking Goliath's dark hair, and she pressed her cheek against his side, 
closing her eyes for a moment. 


"You'll keep me company, won't you, Goliath? So lovely and big and beautiful and dark.", 
she murmured, her lips brushing against his coarse hair. It tickled against her pale skin, and 
Triss giggled. 


Lower 


Without thinking, Triss slid her stroking hands lower, moving them under the great beast to 
rub against his undercarriage. Goliath, for his part, seemed happy enough to take the petting, 
barely shifting at all as Triss' delicate little hands found their way to his cock. 


"Oh!", Triss gasped as her fingers brushed against Goliath's member. It felt thick and warm, 
and it seemed to be throbbing. "Oh, I'm sorry! I didn't mean to make that happen." 


She didn't take her hands away. 


"Oh, you poor thing. I'm such a terrible tease, rubbing myself all over you like a bitch in heat. 
I'm sorry. Here, I'll help you." 


Triss knelt down and crawled under Goliath. There was plenty of room, and she found herself 
face-to-face with the largest cock she'd ever seen. 


It was oddly shaped, seeming almost as though it were comprised of two halves. The base 
was thick and dark and chunky, jutting out from his underside and hanging heavy. Behind 
the base were two enormous balls, each the size of Triss' head, and swollen beyond belief. 


"Were you not getting any release back at the stables? Poor baby.", Triss purred, letting her 
eyes follow her hands as they glided along the cock's length. There seemed to be a ridge 
halfway down, after which point the colour became pinker and the shaft got a little slimmer, 


though it was still about as thick as Triss' calf. The tip flared out, reminding Triss of an 
umbrella, and it glistened with seed. 


Her hands slid to the end, and a thick wave of seed came with them, spilling off the edge and 
pooling on the earth in a thick puddle. Goliath gave a snort and cocked one of his back legs 
as though about to kick when Triss' fingers brushed over the tip, and she giggled once again. 


"Do you like it when I do that?", she murmured, repeating the motion. More thick spurts of 
preseed dribbled from the tip each time, until the puddle had spread to Triss' toes. She 
squelched her feet in the sodden dirt, and moaned softly at the sensation. 


"That feels good, doesn't it? Gods, your cock is huge, Goliath. You'll make some mare a very 
happy lady-horse someday." 


Triss kept pumping along the length of Goliath's shaft, noting how his heavy sack twitched 
and tensed at certain points. Some of the seed had splashed onto her lips by this point, and 
Triss' tongue darted out to lick it up. 


"MMMM!", she moaned approvingly. "Tasty!" 

She eyed the swollen tip, and licked her lips once again. 

Taste it from the source 

Triss adjusted her crouch, and gave a tentative lick across the flared tip of Goliath's cock. 
Then she did it again. 

And again. 

And again. 


Triss got into a rhythm of licks, then she began to kiss the tip, swirling her tongue over the 
slit where the seed came from and tonguing it like she would a lover's mouth. Copious 
amounts of seed flowed directly into her mouth, and Triss swallowed every last drop. 


Her hands kept pumping, and pumping, and pumping, until eventually Goliath surged 
forward, forcing his cock deeper into Triss' throat than she'd have thought possible. 


She gagged, loudly, but she didn't draw back. Triss didn't want to deprive Goliath of the 
pleasure of her tight throat, and soon he was bucking and snorting as he came. His cock 
erupted like a volcano, spurting its seed straight into Triss' stomach, which began to bulge 
considerably. Triss' eyes widened, and she collapsed back into the cummy dirt as Goliath 
continued to cum, shooting his seed all across the pale redhead. 


Triss closed her eyes and let it happen, let herself be coated in horse semen until Goliath 
stopped cumming, and he walked a few feet away from her. 


Triss wiped the semen from her eyes, and glanced down the length of her body. She was 
thoroughly covered in the stuff, drenched from head to toe in white goop. The stench was 


incredible, and she felt a wave of the stuff surging up her throat a moment before she 
vomited, spewing more of it out of her belly and onto the ground. 


Triss breathed hard, and she touched a cummy finger to her new scar, which was throbbing 
away happily. Triss noticed with a start that her old amulet wasn't around her neck, and she 
scrabbled along the earth until her fingers closed around it. It had been in the puddle of horse 
cum, and it was slippery under her fingers. Funny, she couldn't remember taking it off. 


Good....... 


Chapter End Notes 


Hope you guys liked Triss' first foray into animal depravity! 


Clean-up, and Mounting 


Chapter Summary 


Triss recovers from her recent depravity, and the entity starts to take command 


Triss was vaguely aware that, on some level, she should have been ashamed of what she'd 
done to Goliath. She wasn't so far gone as to be ignorant of the fact that ladies generally 
didn't masturbate horses and use their mouths to make them cum, but she couldn't for the life 
of her figure out why. As far as she was concerned, it was a perfectly normal and healthy 
activity; Goliath had been in need and she had been in a position to help him. It wasn't as if 
she was going to fuck him.... 


Cleaning up after Goliath's impressive emission had been fun. Triss had spent a good few 
minutes licking herself clean, lapping up every droplet of Goliath's thick, lumpy cum and 
swallowing it greedily. The stuff really was delicious, but Triss' body had limits, and soon her 
belly was bulging with cum and she couldn't take another drop. 


So she'd bottled the rest. It now resided in a series of small glass jars lined up on her desk, all 
of the semen that she hadn't been able to consume at the time now saved for later. Triss hadn't 
gone so far as to scoop it up off the ground, but even the amount that had been left on her 
body was enough to fill at least five jars. 


Goliath's semen had left her skin sticky and her hair wet and clumped, so Triss had pulled out 
the tub and filled it with sweet-scented water before bathing herself in it. She hadn't realised 
how sore her arms were from jerking off Goliath's thick cock, but she didn't mind the pain. It 
was worth it to know that she'd made Goliath feel good. That horse was going to be a very 
lucky beast, indeed. 


As she bathed, Triss realised that he was watching her through the window. A long, dark head 
filled the glass by the door, one black, long-lashed eye blinking wetly in the evening light. At 
this, Triss blushed as she might if a man was watching her, and she, almost unconsciously, 
began to slowly slide her wet hands over her body, moaning and cooing softly as she began to 
put on a show. 


Her hands roamed across every pale inch of her, gliding over her toned belly, between her 
legs to rub at her swollen clit, up between her bountiful breasts, round the curve of her throat. 
Her entire body felt alive with sensation, her lightest touch eliciting moans and giggles from 
her sweet lips. 


Lust for him 


"Yeah, you like looking at me, you great, dark beast?", she breathed as her fingers began to 
encircle the scar at the top of her chest. "Do I make your massive black horsecock hard? Do 
you want to spill another load for me? Fuck, that feels amazing, Goliath. Fuck, you're so 
lovely and strong and beautiful and dark. Yes, yes, yes, YES, YES, 
YESYESYESYESYESYES YES!" 


Triss' eyes rolled back as she came. She gripped the side of the tub for support, her thighs 
trembling and her toes curling as her cunt clenched and spurted its juices into the water. She 
squealed, biting down on her lower lip hard enough to draw blood. Sweet fuck, now this was 
cumming! 


Once it was over, Triss sagged back into the tub. The occasional twitch still ran through her 
body, and she hadn't stopped rubbing at her scar. it was like a second clit, so sensitive and 
swollen. 


Outside, Goliath gave a snort, and Triss giggled. 


"You're a dangerous beast, Goliath. Look what you do to me. I can't help myself around you, 
you make me nuts." 


Triss talked as though Goliath could understand her, as though he might respond with his 
own little flirtation. But he didn't, of course. 


Triss rose from the tub and let her body air-dry as she padded around the cottage, preparing 
for bed. Often, she would apply a special cream to her skin in order to keep it smooth and 
pale. Mages didn't tend to age, but she was particularly vain about her skin. She knew how 
much people liked it, how smooth and creamy and unblemished it was, save for the 
occasional scar. But tonight, as she went to apply her special cream, Triss hesitated. 


The stuff was expensive to make, requiring ingredients from far away lands that had to be 
combined in a very specific way. Perhaps there was an alternative..... 


Do it 


Instead of the usual receptacle, Triss found herself plucking up one of the jars of Goliath's 
cum, and unscrewing the lid. 


The scent hit her once again, so rich and thick and musky. Triss' mouth watered, and she 
scooped some out on her fingers. It was lumpy and gloopy, more like melted cheese than 
milk, and she giggled as she rubbed it between her fingers. It might serve as a suitable 
substitute. She had heard of certain potions that required animal semen, though Goliath was 
no animal, of course. He was her Goliath, her special beast. 


Triss began to smear the stuff across her cheeks and forehead before beginning to rub it in, 
massaging the stuff into her pale flesh with soft moans and ooohs. It seemed to work, and 
soon Triss found herself licking her fingers clean before going to set the jar back down..... 


And then she didn't. It had been a long day, after all, and she deserved a snack. 


So, she sat back in her bed and began to scoop out handful after handful of Goliath's yummy 
cum before cramming her hands into her mouth and sucking them clean. Triss felt like some 
kind of storybook bear eating honey, but the faint ridiculousness didn't stop her from 
devouring the whole jar. She even licked around the rim as best she could, mewling in 
frustration at the odd droplet that escaped the reach of her long, pink tongue. 


Finally contented, Triss set the empty jar aside and lay back in bed, letting sleep take her. 
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Awake 
Triss opened her eyes and smiled blissfully. She stretched and- 
Outside 


Triss cast her gaze out the window. It was dark, the sun having not yet risen again, but she 
felt the urge to go out and take in the night air. She swung her legs out of bed and padded 
over to the door. 


Seek him 


As soon as Triss went outside, she thought about Goliath. The great, dark beast hadn't been 
far from her mind for even a moment, so she turned around the cottage and saw his black 
outline lying against the side of the house. 


Lust for him 


As she watched him sleeping, Triss thought it would be a lovely idea for her to wake him up 
with a nice surprise. He seemed to enjoy her earlier ministrations, and so she crept up the 
slumbering beast and began to stroke her dainty little hands over his dark hair, massaging 
every powerful muscle until she came to his cock. 


Flaccid, it looked odd and stunted. It shrank back into itself when not in use, and Triss was 
astonished to watch it swell and grow and unfurl in her hands, growing thicker and thicker 
with each stroke of her fingers. 


The horse's eyes fluttered open, and he met Triss' gaze. She could have sworn that there was 
real intelligence behind those eyes, which only confirmed in her mind how special Goliath 
was, and how lucky she was to have him. 


As his cock swelled, the great beast lurched to his hooves, standing tall and proud over Triss. 
She kept pumping along his shaft, her hands now covered in Goliath's thick preseed. 


"Good morning, my sweet.", she pressed a loving kiss to Goliath's heavy sac, and the great 
beast snorted. 


Breed 


As she gazed up at his great cock, Triss was suddenly overcome with a burning sensation 
between her legs. Her cummy fingers sought it out immediately, darting to rub frantically at 
her swollen mound and to thrust deep inside her cunt. 


Triss mewled in frustration as she alternated between her own masturbation and pumping 
Goliath's shaft. She didn't want to deprive her beloved of his pleasure, but at the same time 
her own ecstasy was a demanding beast. 


It took barely a moment for Triss to come to the inevitable conclusion. 


"Be gentle with me, my love.", she whispered as she got to her feet and bent over a low wall 
that jutted out from the house, thrusting her round, pale arse towards the dark beast. Her skin 
glittered and shone in the moonlight, the wet of her cunt glistening. 


Goliath, it seemed, needed no instruction. The great beast trotted over to her and rested its 
forelegs on the low wall on either side of Triss, covering her small body with his bulk. Triss 
felt his massive, flared cock pressing against her cunt, and she bit her lip to smother her 
groan of joy. 


"Here, let me." She reached between her legs to grasp at Goliath's tip. She rubbed it back and 
forth along her slit, smearing her labia with his preseed before beginning to press it in. 


Triss hissed and moaned, wriggling her hips back against Goliath's horsecock in a desperate 
attempt to cram the whole tip into her. It clearly wasn't meant to go in human pussies, but 
Triss was determined to make it work. And when it did, she cried tears of joy. 


"YES!", she wailed, her thighs trembling as she came. Her cunt clenched and spurted its 
juices out onto the ground, and Goliath, sensing an opportunity, thrust forward. 


For a moment, Triss saw only white. Her body became numb all over as Goliath skewered 
her on his cock, every nerve ending being overloaded with sensation. 


When feeling returned, Triss realised that she was screaming. 
"FUCK YES! GIVE ME ALL THAT MASSIVE BLACK HORSECOCK!" 


She bucked back against Goliath, feeding inch after inch between her legs. Triss had never 
felt so incredibly, so wonderfully ful/ before. None of her previous lovers compared to 
Goliath, and she said as much, again and again. 


Triss laid worshipful kisses along the inside of Goliath's forelegs as he fucked her, her cunt 
constantly cumming and squirting around the ungodly member that was lodged within it. 
Triss knew she couldn't be taking much of his length; the full thing would have been coming 
out of her mouth. But she did her best to take as much as she could, desperate to please her 
beloved. 


"Yes, my love, deeper.", she growled. "I can take it. Please!" 


A few more inches slid in, until Triss could feel that odd ridge pressing against her entrance. 
She stiffened, her cunt clenching around Goliath's cock once again, and that set him off. 


Triss had felt many cocks cumming inside her over the years. Her status as a mage had 
rendered her womb inhospitable to seed, so there was no danger of her becoming pregnant. 
But none of them, not one, felt anything close to what it felt like to have Goliath bursting 
inside of her. 


Triss screamed again as her womb was flooded with horse semen. Her belly bulged and 
swelled as the seed filled her up, filling every crevasse and crease in her cunt before spurting 
out around Goliath's thrusting shaft. As he pumped, Triss felt the scar at the top of her chest 
throbbing once again, and that faint giggling bounced around the inside of her skull once 
again. 


Triss pictured the amount of seed that Goliath had dumped onto the ground earlier, and then 
she pictured all of that going inside her, and soon she was cumming again. 


Eventually, Goliath ran dry, and his shrinking cock slipped from Triss' battered cunt. Her 
pussy squelched and sucked at the air, desperate to have Goliath back inside of it. A torrent of 
seed flowed from her gaping hole, and Triss collapsed to the ground, exhausted. 


"Thank you, my love.", she said weakly, and then her eyelids fluttered shut. 


That should do. Thank you, my dear. See you soon....... 


A Meeting 


Chapter Summary 


Triss finally meets the entity behind her new obsession 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Triss didn't wake up. 


She thought she had. She certainly felt her eyes open, but what she saw wasn't the forest 
around her cottage. It was a dark nothingness, an empty void stretching out in every 
direction. 


Triss sat up, and felt shallow water lapping against her body, but she was dry when she got to 
her feet. She glanced down, and realised that she could see her body in perfect detail, despite 
there being no obvious source of light. 


She sighed. Triss had been a mage long enough to recognise a dreamscape. 
"Hello?", she called to the emptiness, taking a few steps forwards. 


The water before her suddenly surged, piling upon itself until it formed a rough outline of a 
person. The water sloshed darkly, rippling across itself before spilling away and leaving a 
figure who looked exactly like her. 


The Not-Her smiled serenely. 

"Hello Triss. It's nice to finally meet you face to face." 

Triss stepped back. 

"Who are you? How are you in my dreamscape? And how do you look like me?" 


The Not-Her raised one slender arm and admired it, twisting it this way and that to watch 
how the muscles moved. 


"I suppose I'm you, now. Or at least, a part of you. You see, Triss, I was broken, shattered, 
barely living. A powerful mage had reduced me to almost nothing, without form or spirit. 
Only a sliver of me remained. Luckily, I had some very devoted friends, and they kept what 
was left of me safe until they could find a new home for me. A home which they gifted to 
you, with some necessary instructions, of course." 


The book. 
A flash of anger flared inside Triss, and she touched the scar at the top of her chest. 
"That was you?", she growled, and the Not-Her at least had the decency to wince. 


"Yes, and I am sorry about all that nasty amulet-business. Had to be done, I'm afraid. You see, 
my friends knew you through and through, and they knew what would work. They divided 
my remaining essence into the gems, and you did the rest. 


"So, what, you're going to try to possess me?" 
The Not-Her laughed sweetly, and Triss was struck by an unpleasant ripple of attraction. 


"No no no, I'm a part of you now. I'm not even me anymore. I'm as much you as your heart 
and your mind and your will. I'm your desire, or rather, you have my desire now. Oh don't 
look like that, Triss. Your desire was a poor, stunted creature before I moved in. A meek 
obsession with a single man, a few girlhood crushes, and that's it? I thought mages were 
supposed to be beings of vice and excess. All that power at your fingertips, what else would 
you use it for? It's the Witchers who help people, Mages are meant to be Gods. And Gods, 
Triss sweetie, they fuck." 


"My desire....", Triss mumbled, and then she thought of Goliath. How beautiful he was, how 
strong and how powerful, and how much he turned her on. She'd never had that sort of 
attraction before. "You..... you did this to me!" 


"Oh, please! You enjoyed yourself! And it doesn't have to end there. There's a whole world of 
beasts and monsters to enjoy, and we both know that you aren't going to deny yourself 
anymore. You can't, not while I'm around. Honestly Triss, I mean you no harm. I'm a being of 
pleasure, and I just want to make you feel good." 


The Not-Her stepped closer, and cupped a hand to Triss' cheek. Triss didn't recoil from her 
own touch, even as the thumb moved to stroke over her full lower lip. 


"And it did feel good, didn't it?", the Not-Her purred. 

A small whimper escaped Triss' lips, and Desire smiled. 
"Say it, sweetie." 

"It...felt good....", Triss said in a small voice. 


"Of course it did. Having such a huge, powerful beast rutting over you, that was one of my 
favourite things in life. The sensation of being totally filled, of being totally desired by 
another. Human men are pitiful creatures when it comes to lovemaking. Their cocks are so 
insubstantial, and their minds are always elsewhere. Even that Witcher of yours was always 
more obsessed with that other girl or with his jobs. But a beast will adore you. And that's 
what you want, isn't it? To be adored? To be a Goddess?" 


Triss nodded dumbly, her breathing shallow and ragged. 


"Then let me in. Let me make you a Queen." 


Suddenly, Desire jabbed a thumb against Triss' scar, and she woke up screaming. 
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The sun had risen while Triss slept, and the cum that had been lavished on her had dried. 


For a few moments, Triss didn't move. She just thought about the dream, and Desire. It 
should have felt odd and invasive to have another being living inside of her. Triss had seen a 
few demonic possessions in her time, and those savage spirits would contort and torture their 
hosts unless stopped. But this spirit didn't seem malevolent. 


Triss gently fingered her scar, and it throbbed in response. Was that Desire, trying to talk to 
her? 


Go to your beast 


This time, Triss knew whose voice it was that rung in her mind, but she knew that it wouldn't 
always be so clear. If Desire was right that she was now a part of Triss, no more able to 
seperated from her than her heart or her will, then how would she know if the lust was her 
own? 


Did it even matter? Desire hadn't steered her wrong so far. Goliath was the greatest lover 
Triss had ever had, and Desire had implied that he was only the beginning. 


At the thought of her great stallion, Triss felt her cunt moisten and flower, and she smiled like 
a schoolgirl with a crush. 


Perhaps it wasn't the worst thing to have another's desire. 


But first, a bath. As much as she loved Goliath's seed, being crusted in the stuff wasn't wholly 


Chapter End Notes 


No horse-fucking this time, I'm afraid. This chapter was mainly about setting out the 
plot and lore. Again, if you like this stuff, please let me know what beasts you want 
Triss to fuck, and if there are any other Witcher characters you want to see join her in 
her depravity. 


End Notes 


Unfortunately, no monster-fucking in the first chapter, but I hope that's alright. The plan is to 
delve into the depraved stuff as soon as possible, but I hope you liked the opening chapter 
anyway. Do let me know if there are any monsters or beasts from the Witcher universe that 
you want to see Ms Merigold fuck, and I'll try to make it happen! 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


